THE    MEMOIRS    OF
an oath. 'No, no, Soph, let the crawling beggar die, then
lie can't tell any tales.'
The girl at once abandoned her entreaties, satisfied that
she had won Rashleigh's friendliness by having made the
suggestion, and thus assured herself that he would not
betray her and her friends. They sat on until the whole of
the two bottles of spirits were drunk, and then all three lay
down to sleep.
In the morning the girl took a cheery farewell of McCoy,
promising to follow him to Sydney in a day or two.
4 Good-bye, young feller,* she said, shaking Rashleigh's
hand. "I hope yer won't bring anybody else into trouble, for
that won't do yer any good. If yer must die, die like a man/
Rashleigh assured her that he would never turn informer,
and the girl departed.
Two days later the two prisoners reached Sydney jail,
and joined the company of the offscourings of the worst
sections of the criminal population. The authorities were con-
cerned with nothing but the safe custody of their charges,
and there was no discipline in the place except what would
ensure this. Immediately Rashleigh and McCoy were
admitted into the prisoners' room, they were set upon by a
filthy mob of fellow-convicts and stripped naked of every
stitch of clothing, except the dirty rags on their legs, which
were soon to prevent the chafing of the fetters. Luckily
Rashleigh had concealed his small stock of cash in these
rags. After the plunderers had gone through all their
pockets and taken everything of any value, some of their
clothes were given back to them, and the two men were
ironically declared free of His Majesty's jail.
Newgate had been bad enough, but it was clean and
luxurious compared with the conditions in which Rashleigh
now found himself. One hundred and twenty human beings
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